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THE  VOICE  OF  BLOOD: 


A  SERMON. 


“ The  Voice  of  thy  Brothers  Blood  crieth  unto  me  from 
the  ground — Gen.  iv.,  10. 

Thus  spake  God  to  Cain  after  the  murder  of  his  brother. 
And  He  followed  it  with  a  curse.  “And  now  thou  art  cursed 
from  the  earth,  which  hath  opened  her  mouth  to  receive  thy 
brother’s  blood  from  thy  hand.” 

The  whole  incident  shows  us  the  sanctity  with  which  God 
has  invested  human  life — the  horror  with  which  he  regards  its 
violation — the  impossibility  of  hiding  the  crime,  and  the  cer¬ 
tainty  of  its  dreadful  punishment.  Wherever  human  blood  is 
shed,  whether  it  be  spilled  by  the  hand  of  the  assassin,  in  the 
slaughter  of  battle,  or  by  the  indirect  agency  of  social  customs, 
it  crieth  unto  God  from  the  ground  with  a  voice  which,  how¬ 
ever  disregarded  by  man,  God  will  hear  and  answer.  A  terri¬ 
ble  responsibility  rests  somewhere.  It  may  never  be  ferreted 
out  and  punished  by  human  government,  but  it  will  confront 
the  guilty  one  in  the  great  day  of  the  judgment  of  Almighty 
God.  Principal  and  accessory  will  then  alike  receive  the  re- 
compence  of  their  doings. 

When  the  dead  body  of  the  murdered  is  found  on  land  or 
water,  the  community  grows  feverish  with  excitement,  and  the 
agents  of  justice  are  in  restless  effort  for  the  discovery  of  the 
criminal.  Even  when  some  railroad  disaster  has  strewed  the 
ground  with  the  bruisedthe  mangled  and  slain,  the  publio, 
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mind  is  convulsed  with  indignation,  and  the  press  speaks  out 
in  boldest  tones  of  rebuke  for  the  slaughter,  and  of  demand 
for  investigation  as  to  the  responsible  party.  Yet  in  such 
cases  no  one  imputes  more  than  criminal  carelessness  to  any 
of  the  implicated  parties,  nor  supposes  for  one  moment  that  it 
was  for  the  interest  of  either  that  the  accident  should  occur. 
But  suppose  it  were  for  the  interest  of  railroad  companies  or 
their  employees,  that  such  accidents  should  happen — that  their 
passengers  should  be  more  or  less  bruised  and  mangled,  and 
occasionally  killed.  What  a  whirlwind  of  just  indignation 
would  burst  upon  all  concerned,  whenever  their  then  wilful 
recklessness  should  produce  its  inevitable  suffering  and  death  ! 
Not  many  Burlington  tragedies  would  then  be  necessary  for 
the  enactment  of  a  law  to  provide  for  the  punishment  of  wilful 
indirect  manslaughter.  But  there  are  more  victims  brought 
to  an  untimely,  dreadful  end  every  week,  in  either  of  the  great 
cities  which  are  connected  by  the  railroad  on  which  that  ca¬ 
lamity  occurred.  Yet  the  public  are  not  aroused,  the  press 
takes  little  notice  of  it,  and  utters  no  anathemas ;  and  the 
guilty  agents  are  held  to  account  at  no  human  tribunal.  But 
the  voice  of  their  blood  crieth  unto  God  from  the  ground. 
They  are  not  killed  “with  confused  noise,  and  tumult,  and  gar¬ 
ments  rolled  in  blood.”  Their  bodies  lie  not  bruised  and  man¬ 
gled  on  the  scenes  of  their  disaster,  attracting  a  sympathetic 
crowd.  But  like  poisoned  vermin  the}7  crawl  in  hopeless  misery 
from  the  scene  of  their  betrayal,  and  die  in  anguish  and  re¬ 
morse  in  homes  made  wretched  by  misconduct— are  picked  up 
fainting  in  the  streets,  or  fall  the  victims  of  the  sudden  frays 
to  which  their  maddening  potions  have  incited  them.  Occa¬ 
sionally,  the  morning  papers  will  tell  that  one  was  beaten  and 
stabbed  in  a  pot-house  brawl,  or  died  in  a  drunken  debauch, 
or  was  killed  by  accident  while  reeling  in  the  streets,  or  has 
been  picked  up  frozen  stiff  in  some  dark  alley,  or  on  some 
vacant  lot.  It  is  put  among  the  items  of  the  day,  half  read 
by  many,  shuddered  over  by  a  few,  and  there  is  the  end.  And 
yet  there  fell  an  immortal  man,  still  bearing  on  his  debased 
and  brutalized  nature  some  traces  of  the  image  of  God,  and 
bound  even  in  his  degradation  to  warm  hearts,  that  now  weep 
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unpitied  over  his  grave.  Somebody  has  murdered  him.  And 
“  the  voice  of  his  blood  crieth  unto  God  from  the  ground, ’’ 
even  out  of  that  shameful  grave  in  the  potter’s  field. 

Who  rightly  estimates  the  number  of  these  alcoholic  man¬ 
slaughters  ?  What  numbers  die,  consumed  by  the  slow  torture 
of  the  fiery  poison  which  they  have  been  taught  to  love — die 
'  after  years  of  shame  and  moral  despoliation — die,  as  if  from 
the  anticipated  gnawings  of  the  worm  that  never  dies,  and  the 
fire  that  is  not  quenched — die,  by  a  process  which  breaks  down 
manhood,  dries  up  the  affections,  sears  the  conscience,  drives 
away  the  spirit  of  God,  and  delivers  up  the  sinner  to  Satan,  to 
be  tormented  before  his  time.  They  are  drugged  to  death  by 
“  liquid  fire  and  distilled  damnation.”  Besides  these,  what 
numbers  die  by  accident  or  violence  which  originated  in  the 
inebriating  bowl,  and  who,  but  for  the  accursed  spirit  of  wine 
might  have  lived  in  usefulness  and  honor.  How  many  more 
die  from  disease,  exposure,  or  the  pestilence,  who,  but  for  the 
enfeebling  and  derangement  of  their  vital  powers,  by  alcoholic 
poison,  would  have  avoided  or  survived  attack.  Careful  inves¬ 
tigation  has  established  the  fact  that  about  fifty  thousand  are 
thus  destroyed  by  alcohol  in  every  year  in  this  boasted  land 
of  liberty  and  order.  At  the  rate  of  nearly  a  thousand  a  week 
they  are  dropping  into  their  untimely  and  dishonored  graves. 
Their  death  is  a  compound  of  suicide  and  murder.  And  will 
not  their  blood  cry  unto  God  from  the  ground  against  those 
who  were  the  instruments  of  their  destruction  ?  Somebody  is 
responsible  for  it,  and  that  responsibility  must  be  met  at  the 
judgment  bar  of  God. 

Yet  this  is  not  all  the  evil.  How  much  of  moral  and  social 
wrong  and  wretchedness  is  wrought  in  bringing  down  these 
victims  to  the  grave  !  In  every  one  of  these  cases  there  is 
poison  of  the  character  as  well  as  of  the  body,  and  the  dagger 
is  driven  in  repeated  anguish  through  hearts  of  love.  Hot  one 
of  these  fifty  thousand  victims  falls  in  his  drunkard’s  grave  the 
same  in  character  as  when  first  inveigled  into  the  destroyer’s 
snare.  Whatever  the  social  rank  in  which  he  moves  and  falls, 
the  same  process  of  moral  betrayal  attends  the  slow  murder 
of  the  suffering  body.  Quenching  of  all  high  minded  and 
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honorable  instincts,  deadening  of  all  sacred  and  pure  affections, 
brutalizing  of  the  passions,  loss  of  moral  sense,  inflaming  of 
unholy  lusts,  stealing  to  obtain  means  to  gratify  the  ruling 
passion,  cruelty  at  home,  tumult  and  fighting,  and  murder 
abroad — all  these,  with  deepening  shades  of  guilt,  mark  their 
bloody  passage  to  the  tomb.  Born  no  worse  than  their  fellows, 
bred  amidst  all  the  influence  for  good  with  which  our  land 
abounds,  wooed  by  a  Gospel  which  would  make  them  holy  in¬ 
habitants  of  heaven,  they  have,  notwithstanding,  been  ripening 
for  the  wine  press  of  the  wrath  of  Almighty  God.  The  voice 

of  their  murdered  souls  cries  out  with  the  voice  of  their  blood. 

* 

From  their  haunts  of  revelry,  their  homes  of  want  and  sorrow, 
from  the  secret  scenes  of  their  crimes,  from  the  jails  and  prisons 
in  which  they  pay  the  penalty  of  their  guilt,  and  from  the 
eternal  prison  house  in  which  they  bear  the  wrath  of  Him  who 
would  have  had  them  all  to  be  saved,  goeth  up  a  ceaseless  cry 
for  vengeance.  Who  is  responsible  for  all  this  ? 

But  they  perish  not  alone.  Every  one  of  them  is  a  vortex, 
down  which  are  drawn  the  hopes  and  happiness  and  honor  of 
many  more.  They  are  sons  who  bring  down  the  gray  hairs  of 
parents  with  sorrow'  to  the  grave.  They  are  brothers,  over 
whose  betrayal  and  ruin  sisters  and  brothers  are  watching  with 
a  consuming  anguish.  They  are  husbands,  over  whose  aliena¬ 
tion  and  destruction  heart-broken  wives  are  weeping  in  secret, 
striving  amidst  poverty  and  wretchedness  to  hide  their  sorrow 
and  shame  from  the  world.  They  are  parents,  whose  misconduct 
has  made  childhood  old  in  sorrow,  and  taught  it  with  reversed 
instincts  to  fly  from  its  natural  protector.  The  pathway  of 
every  one  of  them  to  the  grave  is  strewn  with  broken  hearts  and 
desolated  homes.  The  death  of  every  one  has  left  behind  it  a 
sorrow  which  breaks  the  spirit  with  shame,  and  which  renders 
even  that  death  more  tolerable  than  the  life  it  closed.  The  cry 
of  sudden  anguish  which  followed  the  death  of  loved  ones  in 
the  Burlington  disaster  or  the  loss  of  the  Artie,  the  wailjwhich 
goes  up  from  cottage  and  hall  over  the  lost  occupants  of  the 
thickening  graves  in  the  Crimea,  is  as  nought  to  the  prolonged 
and  bitter  cry  which  attends  the  life  and  follows  the  death  of 
those  murdered  in  soul  and  body,  who,  at  the  rate  of  nearly 
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one  thousand  a  week  are  taken  from  among  ourselves  by  sub¬ 
tlety  and  violence. 

Think  not  that  I  exaggerate  these  evils  of  intemperance.  Said 
a  Massachusetts  legislator,  in  discussing  the  subject;  “Ex¬ 
aggeration  here  is  impossible.  The  fatigued  fancy  falters  in 
its  flight  before  it  comes  up  to  the  fact.  The  mind’s  eye  can¬ 
not  take  in  the  countless  miseries  of  its  motley  train.  No 
human  art  can  put  into  the  picture  shades  darker  than  the 
truth. 

“  Put  into  such  a  picture  every  conceivable  thing  that  is  ter¬ 
rible  or  revolting  ;  paint  health  in  ruins,  hope  distroyed,  affec¬ 
tions  crushed,  prayer  silenced — paint  the  chosen  seats  of  pa¬ 
ternal  care,  of  filial  piety,  of  brotherly  love,  of  maternal  de¬ 
votion,  all,  all  vacant ;  paint  all  the  crimes  of  every  stature 
and  every  hue,  from  murder  standing  aghast  over  the  grave 
which  it  has  no  means  to  cover,  down  to  the  meanest  decep¬ 
tion,  still  confident  of  success ;  paint  home  a  desert,  and 
shame  a  tyrant,  and  poverty,  the  legitimate  child  of  vice  in 
this  community,  and  not  its  prolific  mother ;  paint  the  dark 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  peopled  with  living  slaves  ; 
paint  a  landscape  with  trees  whose  fruit  is  poison,  whose 
shade  is  death,  with  mountain  torrents  tributary  to  an  ocean 
whose  very  waves  are  fire ;  put  in  the  most  distant  back  ground 
the  vanishing  vision  of  a  blessed  past,  and  into  the  foreground 
the  terrible  certainty  of  an  accursed  future  ;  paint  prisons 
with  doors  that  open  only  inwards ;  people  the  scene  with 
men  whose  shattered  frames  are  tenanted  by  tormented  souls, 
with  children  upon  whose  lips  no  smile  can  play,  and  with  wo¬ 
men,  into  whose  cheeks  furrows  have  been  burnt  by  tears 
wrung  by  anguish  from  breaking  hearts ;  paint  such  a  picture, 
and  when  you  are  ready  to  show  it,  do  not  let  in  the  rays  of  the 
heavenly  sun,  but  illumine  it  with  the  glares  of  the  infernal 
fires,  and  still  you  will  be  bound  to  say  that  your  horrible  pic¬ 
ture  falls  short  of  the  truth.” 

Such  was  the  testimony  of  one  engaged  in  combatting  the 
remedy  proposed  for  the  evil.  The  horrible  reality  of  all  this 
attempted  portraiture  exists  among  us.  Its  voice  crieth  unto 
God  from  the  grouud.  It  is  an  evil  which  does  not  come  of 
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itself.  The  terrible  responsibility  rests  somewhere.  Some¬ 
body  will  have  to  answer  for  it. 

I  ask,  then,  against  whom  does  the  voice  of  this  blood  cry 
out  to  God  ? 

I  pass  by,  on  this  occasion,  the  responsibility  of  the  guilty 
subjects  of  this  misery.  So  far  as  they  have  voluntarily  en¬ 
tered  and  continue  in  the  way  of  transgression,  so  far  must 
they  bear  the  burden  of  their  own  ruin,  and  of  the  shipwreck¬ 
ed  happiness  of  others,  before  Him  who  has  said,  “No  drunk¬ 
ard  shall  inherit  the  kingdom  of  heaven.”  But  so  far  as  they 
have  been  betrayed  by  outward  influence,  so  far  as  temptation 
put  in  their  way  prevents  or  frustrates  their  desires  to  re¬ 
form,  so  far  this  responsibility  must  be  shared  by  others.  For 
his  suicide  the  drunkard  himself  shall  answer.  But  for  his 
murder  others  must  render  account. 

This  responsibility  rests  primarily  and  chiefly  upon  those 
who  supply  the  draught  which  lures  him  to  his  ruin.  All  this 
misery  and  crime  are  caused  by  alcoholic  liquor.  Those  who 
are  engaged  in  making  and  selling  it  know  that  it  produces 
these  results.  They  have  before  their  eyes,  at  every  turn,  all 
the  horrors  of  the  process  of  making  drunkards.  They  know 
that  the  faster  this  process  goes  on,  and  the  more  wide-spread 
its  ruinous  effects  become,  the  more  prosperous  their  business 
grows,  and  the  larger  profits  will  it  yield.  And  they  know 
that  it  cannot  become  profitable  to  themselves  without  these 
results.  From  the  low  grog  seller,  who  gives  his  adulterated 
and  noxious  compound  in  exchange  for  bread  and  raiment 
which  should  feed  and  warm  his  victim’s  suffering  family,  up  to 
the  princely  merchant  who  sells  his  costly  liquors  by  the  cargo, 
and  the  brewer  and  distiller  who  stand  by  their  founts  of  hell, 
and  start  the  fiery  deluge  on  its  work  of  death,  they  every  one 
of  them  know  that  they  are  living  by  the  miseries  of  mankind, 
and  that  every  dollar  they  receive  is  stained  with  blood.  They 
know  that  if  men  were  to  remain  temperate  their  gains  are 
gone,  and  they  try  every  expedient  to  induce  them  to  drink 
as  much  as  possible.  It  is  all  through,  in  every  branch  and 
on  every  scale,  the  business  of  making  drunkards,  a  trade  in 
wretchedness  and  crime,  in  the  bodies  and  souls  of  men.  They 
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sell  poverty,  guilt,  disease,  and  death  temporal  and  eternal. 
Their  houses  are  founded  on  the  bones  of  drunkards,  built  up 
by  the  want  and  sorrows  of  families,  roofed  in  by  the  shame 
and  lamentations  of  widows  and  orphans,  and  haunted  by  the 
curses  of  victims  in  the  damnation  of  hell,  and  the  weeping 
relicts  they  have  left  upon  the  earth.  And  they  are  engaged 
in  this  business  simply  for  the  sake  of  making  money.  They 
are  willing  to  do  all  this  for  filthy  lucre.  Under  no  compulsion 
save  of  their  own  haste  to  be  rich!  How  can  they  answer  that 
voice  of  their  brother’s  blood  which  crieth  unto  God  from  the 
ground  ?  How  will  they  face  the  lost  souls  of  their  victims 
and  endure  the  reproaches  of  wives  and  children  robbed  of 
husband  and  father,  in  the  day  of  judgment  ?  They  may  shut 
eye  and  ear  against  it  here.  They  may  deny  the  responsibili¬ 
ty,  and  contend  strenuously  for  the  liberty  to  prosecute  their 
work  of  death,  but  they  shall  give  account  to  Him  who  has 
said,  “  Woe  unto  him  that  putteth  the  bottle  to  his  neighbor’s 
lips,  that  maketh  him  drunken  also,  that  thou  mayest  look 
upon  his  nakedness.” 

But  this  awful  responsibility  ends  not  with  the  liquor  seller. 
Nefarious  as  the  business  is,  it  is  carried  on  under  the  shelter 
and  permission  of  law.  The  liquor  dealers  can  hold  up  their 
licenses  from  government,  and  say,  “  we  are  delivered  to  do 
all  these  abominations.”  Their  licenses  will  not  shield  them 
in  the  day  of  judgment,  for  no  human  authority,  however  high, 
can  make  such  iniquity  innocent.  But  though  the  license  will 
not  shield  them,  it  does  make  the  government  partaker  in  the 
responsibility  and  the  guilt.  No  man  has  a  right  to  accept  a 
license  to  deal  misery  and  death  through  the  community. 
And  no  government  has  a  right  to  give  it.  The  voice  of  blood 
cries  out  to  God  against  our  State  and  Federal  governments 
as  much  as  against  the  spoilers  whom  they  have  licensed  in 
iniquity.  But  who  is  the  government  ?  It  is  no  intangible 
abstraction.  It  is  no  soulless  and  irresponsible  corporation. 
It  is  the  individual  men  who  compose  it,  acting  each  under  the 
most  solemn  responsibility  to  God  and  man,  each  one  for  him¬ 
self  to  give  account  to  God  for  his  official  action,  and  each 
bound  in  every  public  act  to  conscientious  adherence  to  the 
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will  of  God  and  the  best  interests  of  man.  All  party  inter¬ 
ests  and  precepts  will  have  vanished  in  the  great  day  of  ac¬ 
count,  and  the  public  and  private  life  will  be  tried  by  the  same 
high  standard  of  the  commandments  of  God.  The  responsi¬ 
bility  for  all  the  results  of  the  liquor  traffic  lies,  therefore,  at 
the  door  of  every  legislator  who  has  aided  in  making  the  laws 
by  which  such  a  traffic  is  legalized,  or  who  has  resisted  the 
measures  by  which  the  abomination  might  be  brought  to  an 
end.  He  may  receive  substantial  reward  from  “  liquor-dealers’ 
associations,”  or  he  may  win  an  ignoble  popularity  from  the 
rabble  whose  base  appetites  he  has  contributed  to  gratify,  or 
he  may  be  sustained  by  the  pride  of  a  perverse  and  preju¬ 
diced  judgment  which  has  thrown  him  off  the  track  of  right, 
but  he  had  better  have  cut  off  the  right  hand  with  which  he 
offended,  than  hear  the  voice  of  brothers’ blood,  whose  betrayal 
and  murder  he  has  licensed,  crying  against  him  from  the  ground 
unto  the  God  who  said  unto  ;  Cain“  Thou  art  cursed  from 
the  earth  which  hath  opened  her  mouth  to  receive  thy  broth¬ 
er’s  blood  at  thy  hand.”  The  legislator  who  provides  for  this 
wholesale  destruction,  the  executive  who  gives  his  official  sanc¬ 
tion  to  the  lawq  the  judges  who  grant  a  license  where  they  have 
the  discretion  of  withholding  it  or  lessen  the  penalty  of  the 
liquor  seller’s  transgression,  the  officers  of  police  who  connive 
at  the  wrong  which  they  have  power  to  prevent,  and  withhold 
the  witness  and  prosecution  by  which  the  mischief  might  be 
restrained,  are  all  partakers  in  the  sin,  and  will  all  be  judged 
at  a  higher  tribunal. 

Nor  does  the  responsibility  end  even  here.  Who  are  legis- 
.  lators,  and  governors,  and  judges,  and  policemen,  but  those 
whom  the  people  choose  to  put  in  power  ?  They  are  the  crea¬ 
tion  of  the  ballot-box.  They  are  elected  to  carry  out  the 
measures  to  which  they  are  pledged  in  advance.  They  created 
the  license  system  in  times  past  at  the  will  of  the  people; — 
They  have  continued  it,  amidst  agitation  and  remonstrance,  in 
obedience  to  the  same  will  as  expressed  at  the  polls.  They 

t 

have  abolished  it,  wherever  it  has  ceased,  by  instruction  of  their 
constituents.  They  can  restore  it  only  by  an  authority  given 
anew  for  the  purpose.  In  former  times  the  people  were  not 
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aroused  and  enlightened  on  the  subject.  Now  every  voter  as 
he  goes  to  the  polls  knows  whether  he  casts  his  vote  to  sustain 
this  intolerable  system  of  oppression  and  wrong,  or  to  over¬ 
throw  it.  He  is  the  fountain  of  authority.  If  the  stream  of 
death  flows  on,  it  flows  by  his  permission.  At  every  step  of 
its  widening  desolation  the  guilty  agents  look  hack  to  him. — 
Unpardonable  as  is  their  agency,  the  prime  responsibility  is 
his  own.  And  when  he  groans  in  selfish  complaint  at  the  bur¬ 
den  of  his  taxation,  or  stands  aghast  at  some  horrible  instance 
of  the  results  of  the  traffic,  or  sighs  in  inward  anguish  over 
the  invasion  of  his  own  dwelling  by  the  destroyer,  and  asks 
for  the  guilty  author  of  these  wrongs, — without  in  the  least 
palliating  the  iniquity  of  the  intermediate  transgressors,  we  are 
compelled,  in  the  name  of  God,  to  declare  unto  him,  “  Thou  art 
the  man  !"  The  responsibility  is  a  national  one  :  but  it  is  also 
individual.  The  vote  which  is  given  is  one  of  protection  or  of 
slaughter.  No  plea  whatever  can  shake  off  its  responsibility. 
Higher  than  any  allegiance  to  party  are  our  allegiance  to 
humanity  and  our  allegiance  to  God.  The  elective  franchise 
is  our  throne  of  power.  And  God  has  exalted  us  upon  it,  not 
for  the  authorizing  of  underhand  robbery  and  murder,  but  that 
we  may  u  undo  the  heavy  burdens  and  let  the  oppressed  go 
free.”  We  may  shut  our  eyes  on  this  responsibility.  It  will 
still  rest  upon  us  though  we  may  refuse  to  hearken.  And  for 
the  giving  or  withholding  of  that  vote  which  is  the  act  of  lib¬ 
eration  or  the  sentence  of  death  to  thousands  of  our  brethren 
we  must  give  account  to  God. 

Nor  have  we  yet  reached  the  end.  There  is  a  power  back 
of  the  franchise,  wielded  additionally  by  those  entitled  to  the 
vote,  and  wielded  also  in  equal  degree  by  those  who  are  shut 
out  from  the  polls.  It  is  the  power  of  influence,  the  ability  to 
impress  individual  minds  and  to  modify  public  sentiment.  It 
is  confined  to  no  rank,  to  no  age,  to  no  sex.  It  is  limited  to 
no  reasons.  It  is  in  exercise  always,  and  by  all.  By  it  the 
ballot-box  is  controlled ;  often-times  for  evil ;  and  always 
should  be  for  good.  By  it  those  who  are  most  looked  up  to  for 
position  and  intelligence  wield  a  power  far  beyond  that  of  their 
individual  franchise.  And  by  it  every  woman  and  child  may 
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and  must  help  or  hinder  this  work  of  death.  Influence  is 
never  neutral.  Intentionally  or  not,  everybody  has  actually 
taken  sides  in  this  great  warfare  of  greed  against  humanity; 
and  we  may  go  to  every  man,  woman  and  child  in  the  land, 
and  in  the  name  of  God  demand,  “  Art  thou  for  us,  or  for  our 
adversaries  ?”  He  or  she  that  indulges  in  the  dangerous  stim¬ 
ulant  in  any  of  its  protean  shapes  of  fascination,  and  therefore 
gives  countenance  or  encouragement  to  its  sale  and  use, — he 
or  she  that  is  ambitious  of  that  counterfeit  aspect  of  liberality 
and  style  produced  by  its  bountiful  provision  on  occasions  of 
entertainment,  and  affects  to  regard  its  proscription  as  low¬ 
lived  and  mean, — he  or  she  that  in  the  obstinacy  of  a  perverted 
judgment,  opposes  the  efforts  of  humanity  for  deliverance,  and 
seeks  to  bring  them  into  disrepute  and  failure,  by  the  misapplied 
titles  of  fanaticism  and  oppression, — he  or  she  who  through 
fear  of  ridicule  or  opposition  dares  not  to  tell  the  honest  truth 
upon  this  subject,  and,  though  a  watchman  upon  the  wall,  blows 
not  the  trumpet  in  warning  of  this  invasion  of  fraud  and  violence 
on  human  happiness,  and  character,  and  hope  of  salvation, — 
is  responsible  before  God  for  complicity  in  the  miseries  which 
the  liquor  trade  is  inflicting  upon  mankind.  In  all  that  per¬ 
sonal  indulgence,  in  all  that  mis-use  of  appeals  to  prejudice 
and  sinful  fear  of  man,  there  is  mingled  the  blood  of  human 
souls.  The  voice  of  brothers’  blood  is  crying  unto  God  from 
the  ground  against  that  private  influence  which,  by  sustaining 
the  system,  obtains  co-partnership  in  the  iniquity. 

Surely  it  is  timje  for  principals  and  accomplices  in  this  mat¬ 
ter,  for  liquor-dealers,  and  legislators,  and  voters,  and  society 
at  large,  to  enquire  how  they  shall  be  rid  of  the  guilt  and  es¬ 
cape  the  condemnation.  How  long  shall  the  swelling  cry  of 
these  incessant  victims  go  up  before  God  to  call  down  ven¬ 
geance  on  us  as  a  nation,  and  as  individuals  ?  How  long  shall 
the  community  remain  indifferent  to  the  agonies  of  men  be¬ 
trayed  into  unfortunate  and  irresistible  appetites,  to  the  tears 
of  heart-broken  women,  and  the  cries  of  hungry  and  mal¬ 
treated  children  ?  How  long  shall  our  men  of  influence  and 
honor  maintain  an  insensibility  which  throws  their  weight  into 
the  scale  of  oppression  and  violence  ?  How  long  will  wives  and 
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daughters  whom  this  sorrow  has  not  .reached  deny  their  sym¬ 
pathies  to  womanhood  and  girlhood,  wounded  in  heart  and 
home  by  the  misconduct  of  loved  ones,  and  by  elegant  dalli¬ 
ance  with  the  destroyer,  lend  countenance  and  support  to  the 
system  which  has  turned  so  many  homes  into  purgatory  and 
delivered  over  so  many  victims  to  perdition  ? 

Thank  God  the  day  is  breaking.  The  day  of  liberty  has 
dawned  in  the  east,  and  its  westward  passage  is  hailed  by  the 
rejoicings  of  the  captives  to  whom  it  has  brought  deliverance, 
and  by  the  sobbing,  unselfish  thanksgivings  of  those  for  whose 
loved  ones  it  has  come  too  late.  But  it  is  a  day  of  conflict  and 
warfare,  a  day  in  which  established  tyranny  struggles  hard 
with  the  rising  spirit  of  freedom,  a  day  in  which  wrong-doers 
are  banded  together  in  open  and  desperate  combination  to  main¬ 
tain  the  source  of  unhallowed  gain  against  all  the  pleadings 
and  struggles  of  suffering  humanity.  The  final  issue  of  the 
conflict  must  be  for  God  and  right.  But  the  intervening 
struggle  may  be  long  and  cruel,  unless  there  is  a  rallying  of  the 
friends  of  man,  and  a  coming  forth  from  their  armed,  and 
therefore  hostile,  neutrality  on  the  part  of  many  who  do  not 
themselves  feel  the  force  of  temptation,  nor  experience  its  sad 
consequences  in  regard  to  those  they  love.  Even  the  enact¬ 
ment  of  laws  prohibitory  of  the  deadly  traffic  is  not  the  end 
of  the  struggle.  They  are  resisted  in  the  Courts,  and  nullified 
by  combination  of  evil-doers.  For  a  whole  year  the  law  was 
set  at  nought  in  Boston.  The  same  scenes  and  worse  are  now 
enacted  in  New  York.  Even  in  Maine  the  combination  of  po¬ 
litical  intriguers  seems  to  have  put  the  law  in  jeopardy.  The 
friends  of  humanity  must  rally  to  enact,  rally  to  enforce,  rally 
to  preserve  the  laws  which  will  protect  the  deluded  and  op¬ 
pressed. 

The  conflict  is  going  on  in  our  own  State.  A  temporary 
and  partial  victory  over  the  hosts  of  evils  has  been  obtained. 
And  so  far  forth  our  legislators  and  voters  have  cleared  them¬ 
selves  of  the  awful  responsibility  of  the  liquor  traffic.  Me 
have  now  three  laws  designed  to  restrain  the  mischiefs  of  the 
liquor  traffic.  The  first  prohibits  the  sale  of  intoxicating 
liquors  to  minors,  or  insane  persons,  or  to  those  known  to  be 
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intemperate,  for  three  months  after  notice  from  friends  for¬ 
bidding  the  same.  The  second,  under  a  penalty  of  §50  for 
each  case,  prohibits  all  selling,  trading,  or  bartering  of  spir¬ 
ituous  or  malt  liquors,  wine  or  cider  on  Sunday.  These  two 
are  already  in  force.  The  third  is  to  go  into  operation  from 
and  after  the  first  day  of  October.  “  One  of  the  first  and 
most  prominent  features  of  this  law  is  a  general  prohibition 
against  granting  a  license  to  any  person  whatever,  to  sell  vin¬ 
ous,  spiritous,  malt  or  brewed  liquors,  by  less  measure  than  one 
quart,  after  the  first  day  of  July  last;  and  after  that  time  no 
license  can  be  granted  to  the  keeper  of  any  hotel,  inn,  tavern, 
restaurant,  eating  house,  oyster  house,  or  cellar,  theatre,  or 
place  of  entertainment,  refreshment,  or  amusement,  to  sell  by 
any  measure,  or  without  measure.”  “  The  Courts  of  Quarter 
Sessions  of  the  proper  counties  are  authorized  to  grant  licenses 
to  citizens  of  the  United  States  of  temperate  habits  and  good 
repute  for  honesty,  to  sell  vinous,  spirituous,  or  malt  liquors, 
by  the  quart  or  greater  measure;  they  advertising  their  in¬ 
tended  application,  and  also  giving  bond  with  sufficient  security 
in  the  sum  of  §1000,  conditioned  for  the  faithful  observance 
of  all  the  laws  of  this  State  relating  to  the  business  of  selling 
such  liquors.”  No  license  of  this  character  can  be  granted  to 
any  innkeeper,  or  either  of  the  other  prohibited  occupations, 
nor  to  any  foreigner  before  naturalization.  Nor  can  any  one 
sell  without  a  license  granted  by  the  Court.  Importers,  how¬ 
ever,  can  sell  liquors  in  the  original  cases  or  packages  as  im¬ 
ported.  '  Auctioneers  can  sell  at  public  vendue  or  outcry. — 
Distillers  and  brewers  may  sell  their  own  manufactures  in 
quantities  not  less  than  five  gallons.  And  druggists  may  sell 
admixtures  of  intoxicating  liquors  for  medicinal  purposes. — 
Two  persons  cannot  combine,  the  one  to  sell  and  the  other  to 
furnish  a  place  to  drink  in.  Nor  can  “  the  innkeeper,  under 
this  act,  place  on  his  table,  to  be  used  by  his  guests  as  a  free 
gift,  and  without  charge,  the  prohibited  beverages,  if  thereby 
he  obtains  any  advantage  ivhatever ,  either  by  an  increased 
price  for  his  meals,  or  even  as  a  temptation  to  additional  cus¬ 
tom.  The  storekeeper  cannot  furnish  it  by  gift  to  his  cus¬ 
tomers  with  the  view  of  selling  an  additional  quantity  of 
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goods,  and  permit  it  to  be  drank  in  his  store,  or  any  other 
room  or  place  furnished  by  him/’ 

“  The  Constables  of  the  respective  Wards  and  Townships 
are  required  to  return,  under  oath,  all  violations  of  the  act 
which  come  under  their  knowledge,  and  also  to  receive  informa¬ 
tion  from  others,  together  with  the  names  of  the  witnesses  who 
can  prove  the  transaction  ;  and  any  neglect  of  this  duty  is 
made  a  misdemeanor,  or  offence,  punishable  by  fine  or  imprison¬ 
ment.  And  the  Courts  are  required  to  especially  interrogate 
them  at  each  return  of  the  session  on  this  subject.” 

Such,  on  Tuesday  next,  will  be  the  law  of  the  commonwealth 
of  Pennsylvania.  In  these  three  laws  we  have  some  provision 
for  the  redemption  of  the  unfortunate  victims  of  intemperance; 
and  for  the  protection  of  wives  and  children.  The  law  is  on 
the  statute  book,  but  it  is  not  yet  in  execution  ;  and  every 
guilty  agent  of  the  wrongs  under  which  society  is  bleeding,  is 
conspiring  to  prevent  its  enforcement.  The  law  is  on  the  sta¬ 
tute  book,  but  it  may  be  repealed  ;  and  earth  and  hell  are 
being  moved  to  accomplish  its  abrogation.  All  our  responsi¬ 
bility  before  God  for  intemperance  and  its  results,  demands  of 
us  the  preservation  and  enforcement  of  these  laws,  and  the 
addition  to  them  of  whatsoever  is  necessary  to  complete  their 
efficiency,  They  will  be  nugatory,  if  public  opinion  does  not 
enforce  them.  They  will  be  repealed,  if  you  do  not  make  the 
ballot  boxes  utter  the  command  of  the  people,  that  they  should 
be  retained.  The  dearest  hopes  of  hundreds  of  thousands  in 
this  commonwealth  are  suspended  on  these  laws.  The  health, 
the  life,  the  moral  character,  the  eternal  destiny  of  thou¬ 
sands  of  engulfed  and  foundering  victims  are  dependent  on 
them .  Heaven  and  hell  are  gathering  to  the  encounter.  No 
one  can  remain  neutral.  The  nullifying  or  repeal  of  these 
laws  gives  a  new  lease  of  power  to  the  agencies  of  hell  for 
the  ruin  of  mankind.  Who  will  assume  the  responsibility  of 
such  an  act  ?  Can  blind  party-spirit,  can  unscrupulous  self- 
interest,  can  even  the  frenzy  of  diabolical  appetite  accom¬ 
plish  it  without  the  remonstrance  of  an  uneasy  conscience? 
Have  you  influence  ?  On  wrhat  side  do  you  mean  to  use  it  ? 
Have  you  a  vote  ?  For  what  do  you  mean  to  give  it  ?  Becloud 
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the  matter  as  you  will,  every  citizen  of  this  commonwealth  is 
to  cast  his  ballot  for  or  against  humanity  and  God.  Its  effect 
will  be  either  to  maintain  or  annul  the  laws  which  have  brought 
to  so  many  aching  hearts  the  hope  of  deliverance. 

All  other  issues  are  subordinate  to  this.  All  others  will  be 
forgotten  in  the  day  when  that  exercise  of  power  must  be  ac¬ 
counted  for  to  that  God,  into  whose  ear  the  voice  of  our  broth¬ 
er’s  blood  has  cried  from  the  ground.  Vote  for  men  pledged  to 
overthrow  this  law,  and  you  vote  to  overthrow  it.  Vote  to 
overthrow  it,  and  you  vote  for  the  enactment  of  all  the  misery 
which  it  is  constructed  to  prevent.  Let  the  man  who  does 
this  put  his  action  into  words,  and  see  whether  he  will  sub¬ 
scribe  their  declaration,  and  confess  the  signature  at  the  bar 
of  God.  “  I  give  my  vote  to  remove  the  restrictions  on  the 
liberty  of  making  drunkards.  I  give  my  vote  to  ensnare  and 
betray  my  fellow  beings  into  poverty,  disease  and  crime.  I 
give  my  vote  to  darken  households,  to  poison  domestic  affec¬ 
tion,  and  to  fill  shameful  graves  with  untimely  victims.  I 
give  my  vote  to  rob  parents  of  sons,  wives  of  husbands  and 
children  of  fathers,  transform  them  into  beasts,  and  cut  them 
off  by  agony  worse  than  death.  I  give  my  vote  to  make  wid¬ 
ows  and  orphans  of  those  whose  husbands  and  fathers  are  yet 
alive.  I  give  my  vote  to  fill  poor-houses,  and  people  jails,  and 
crowd  the  maniac’s  cell.  I  give  my  vote  to  prevent  the  edu¬ 
cation  of  youth,  and  to  rear  up  against  the  saving  influences 
of  the  Gospel  of  Christ  the  barrier  of  a  seared  conscience  and 
a  debased  soul.  I  give  my  vote  to  make  Satan  master  of  hu¬ 
man  souls,  and  to  introduce  upon  the  earth  the  anticipated 
horrors  of  his  kingdom  of  darkness.” 

It  is  time  for  every  one  who  fears  God  and  loves  his  kind  to 
rally  to  the  standard  of  humanity  and  right,  and  to  wipe  for¬ 
ever  from  our  government  the  guilt  of  partnership  in  the  fraud 
and  violence  for  which  the  voice  of  so  many  brothers’  blood 
is  crying  from  tbe  ground  to  God. 


